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Je vous les envoye écrites de ma main: parce que vous auriez eu 
trop de peine A lire les caracteres de autre monde, ſi je vous les 


avois enyoyces en original. 1 
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| FRAGMENT 


F Woman, when the Wiſe have done and ſaid, 
Be fairly deem'd a Myſtery of Trade ; 4 a 
Tf D. Lu-! denies, with all his art, | 
He ever ſaw the bottom of her heart ; 
And ſtudying long the Theory of the Faid 
Cumb, to no purpoſe, beats an elbow-chair : 
| The fruitleſs toil may injur'd ink ſuſpend, 
And ſet her down a Science without end. 


Bur tho' the wire-drawn Tracts of Man and Maid, 
Tho Neble's Foundlings in a baſket laid, 
So ſoundly drench'd in dregs of pond'rous Wit ; 
Tho' Scenes, that ſhake the Gall'ry, Box and Pit, 
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But cry aloud to Critics great and ſmall, 
That Woman is a taſk beyond them all : 

« Yet weak endeavours are of uſe in rhyme, 
e To baniſh care (you ſay) and baffle time. 
« Safe from intruding pies and readers rage, 
e The verſe that trifles in a trifling age! 
“Be then the lines but lab'ring at a jeſt, 

«© Some Senator will ſtick them in his breaſt, 
« And frankly own his ſpirits better far, 


In thoughts on Woman ſpent, than thoughts on War. 


« For Him, who condeſcends the ſons of Cam, 
e With deathful ſound of Eftimate to damn, 


; * For Him high-touring o'er the land to heed, 


& 'Th' unletter'd Scribbler were to ſtoop indeed | 


« You can but in the lump have common fare, 


« And ſtand condemn'd for breathing Britiſb air. 


Cows then a tale, nor let that tale pretend 
To numbers, order, elegance, or end | 


Marcus at twelve, yet uneſcap'd from ſchool, 


| Fearing and trembling at a Grammar-rule, 


Amidſt his pray'rs that Printing was no more, 
Ogled the Mop-nymph twirling near the door, 
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Still 
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Still as he ponder d o'er an am'rous Ode, 5 35 
Where comments ſcare the muſic from the road, 
Shrewdly obſerving Horace had to do 
With more than grave interpreters allow ; 

He join'd what little cou'd be conſtru'd there, 
To Betty's bluſhes, when ſhe ty'd his hair. ir bat 
Reading how hearts of righteous folks are hurt 


When young, in ſev'n-fold works of Salibury Court; 

Leſs pious volumes quickly fill'd his hand, 

Memoirs of Rakes, with feats of Fairy land ; 

Books, that by male and female thumb defil'd, 45 
Corrupt the boys, and get the girls with child. 

For ſuch explore, if with ſucceſs you ſeek, 

John Noblzs ſtall in winter twice a week. 


| An' on banks of Jie, where the plan 

Of future love is laid, as future man ; 50 
Reſolv'd to ruſh on reaſon's feeble fence, 

He ſtudy'd much the way to want of ſenſe, 

Let peaceful folios ſleep for him in ſchools, 

And damn d the ſaws of philoſophic fools. 

The front of Martha mark d with many years, 55 


To him no hated ſepulchre appears. | 
B And 
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61 
And therefore condeſcending to begin 
Humbly to tread in paths of homely ſin, 


Thence ſtep by ſtep he roſe to Buck and Blood, 


Did as the Dev'l, or his own wiſhes wou'd ; 
Kept pliant Juſtice always bending under, 
And ſhiver d lanterns and the peace aſunder. 


Bur fleeting are the joys of human life, 


With or without a miſtreſs or a wife! 


Ar twenty-five preparing to withdraw, 


In meditating deep on moral law, 


He found that fornication is unfit, 


And dying warn'd a Comrade and a Wit. 


On ſuch occaſions more is ſaid than meant, 


Life's calld a Shadow, pious Rakes repent. 


AuRELIA chaſte, but not ſo apt to charm, 


As ſome that kept the veſtal oven warm, 
Exclaim d, The creatures Heay'n muſt ſurely hate, 


« Marcus was handſome, tall and very ſtraight. 


e It Judgment be decreed for actions paſt, 
« All Wh 


«© And yet the Men—one knows not what to think 


Are ever impudent, and oft in drink. 


will certainly be damn'd at laſt. 
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« Well! 


91 
e Well | thank my ſtars | I never threw away. 
« My charms, nor ever faintly utter d May / 80 
Celia, for all her ſlender waiſt and ſtays, | 
May'n't flaunt it long, by what the Pariſh fays. 


« For me the men might whiſtle in a cage ; 
« But there's no virtue in this wicked age! 


Now ſinking, now exulting in her chair, 85 
Aurelia chid the frailties of the Fair; 

Now to the Book-caſe, Shock, and ferious Cat, 

Her eye appeal d for proof of what was what. 

When lo ! a Manuſcript (nor is it ſaid, 

That Heav'n had brought it, or that Hell convey d) 90 
Where ſleep the children of the frantic Brain, | 


Expos'd its Preface at a broken pane. 
« *SCAP'D FROM THE FLEET, AND PAST THE STYGIAN FEN, 
« BEHOLD AN AUTHOR AT HIS TRADE AGEN!“ 


Marcus and Lais: A Dialogue. 


LAIS. 
Nor Lethe's plenteous draught could waſh away 95 
The fond remembrance of deſpotic ſway ! | 
Tho' vaniſh'd long the days of life and love, 


The dear delights of every I/hmrian grove ; 

Torn from my ears, and ſcatter'd in the wind, 

The praiſe, that once ſo pleas'd me, of mankind ; - 100 
| | N Vet 
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Yet oft I recolle& an envy'd hour 
Of Theſſaly and Corinth, youth and pow'r | 


Say, gentle ſhade, is yet the world the ſame, 
(Living the manners, only dead the name ?) 
As when theſe eyes their dalliance dealt above; 

When beauty blaz'd around, and all was love ? 
The fates unfriendly ſnatch'd my joys away; 


But Lais once was frolic, young and gay. 


Marcus. 


As tedious Charon loiter d on his oar, 

Till tir d of narrative we reach'd the ſhore, 

He ſpoke of many a Moraliſt rever'd 

For age and Apophthegms, and length of beard. 


Tus Man, whom jokers love to name an ape, 
Is ever boaſting of his human ſhape ; 
So Charon, nor ſo learned, nor ſo wile, 
Wou'd do his beſt the Learned to deſpiſe. 
„ All their advantage is (or elſe he ly'd) 
“Not greater piety, but greater pride. 
„ *Tis ſeldom laſting ſanctity is found, 
Go where you will, above or under Ground. 
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fs 


« People may look and prattle as they pleaſe, 


* 


But all are cheats. The diff rence is degrees. 
© Cato could rage, and of his virtue glory; 

« Yet ſome in whiſpers tell an ugly tory. 

« And Athens Speaker thunder'd Athens wrong, 
% Till Philip or till Beauty ſtopp'd his tongue. 


A 


x = ATE 


Yes; When he talks of deeds by language done, 
Still Lais ends what El/oguence begun, 
Ah! ever ever days to be delir'd, 
When Rhet'ric reaſon'd, languiſh'd and retir'd ; 
When ecchod round my name from fea to ſea, 
When Stoics trembled at th' approach of Me ! 


Furl well I mind 


Such tuneful words attack her tingling ear. 
Rather, O every feeling God ! take care, 
And never let another be fo fair | 


MaRcuUus. 


Now Arts and Arms, and Verſe and Vice polite, 
Abandon Eaſtern climes to duſky night ; 
And where Phenicians roam'd for Rocks of Tin, 
Have Britons learnt the civil ways of Sin. 


C 


nor other Nymph ſhall hear, 
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There 


[ 10 
There born between a Bumpkin and a Man, 
I firſt to wait on Woman's eyes began. 


BeTTER, if liſt'ning, when 'twas ſaid beware 
Of iv'ry necks and arms, and ebon-hair ; 
Calm I had fat in an Arcadian grove, 145 
Securely baſking in ideal love ! | 
But Faſhion fix d my future life at once, 
And bade me be an everlaſting Dunce. 


Or Beauty's pow'r Antiquity may boaſt ; 
He beſt deſcribes it, who has felt it moſt. 150 
What, tho you tell me, compaſs d round with ſtone, 
Far as Olympus, Females have undone? 
Yet mightier feats can modern times declare, 
Of Paint, of Patch-box, Di monds, and the Fair. 


LAT S. 


Tris Noſe and Chin in cool Ely/ium loſt, 155 j 
This narrow forchead ſhrivell'd to a Ghoſt, | 
Theſe taper arms, theſe fingers half an ell 1 
(Philinna, Doris, Chrobyle can tell) | 

By Women envy'd, by the Men ador d, 
Pointed the Pen, and drew the deadly Sword. 160 
Stateſmen by me were turn'd to harmleſs things ; 


Nor ſtript their Countries, nor befool'd their Kings. 1 
| | 6 


(11 ] 
To lofty ſtanzas ſtalking o'er the Mead, 
Did milder fing-ſong full of love ſucceed, 
Odes, Tithes and Talents in petition meet, 
Prince, Prieſt and Poet kneeling at my feet. 
Ev'n thoſe, who jeſted with the bolts of Jove, 
Became the ſlaves of levity, of love. 
The Great, the Wiſe, the Brave before me fell 
Ah ! What are Lilies, Roſes what in Hell ? 


MAR Cs. 


Bur if on earth Republics riſe and fall, 
'Tis Beauty is the life and death of all. 
Who calmly build, or madly ſtorm a town, 


Who ſtretch on canvas, and who fink in down ; 


EA,, that gain; and Squires, that loſe by love, 


Are full of Woman in the world above. 


Manners from her“ a laſting tincture take, 
And Science is no Science for her ſake. 

As in Bæotia did a Blockhead rule, 

The moſt in favour was the moſt a fool : 
So following beauty thro' the mazy dance, 
Pope falls an eaſy Vict ry of Romance, 
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180 


BRAV'RY 


121 


BRAV'R v retires at her imperial word, 
And, leſt Sophronia ſhriek, conceals the ſword. 
Not that no Female Excellence is ſeen, 


To ſtrike the wond'ring Ruſtic on the Green; 
There Woman her lov'd innocence diſplays, 


And Swains grow brave and gen'rous as they gaze. 
Charm'd ſuch the town, What mortal could withſtand ? 


How, not Britannia be an envy'd land ? 
But not ſo {ar their ſweets the flow'rs exhale, 


That only bloſſom in the rural vale. 


Dy Waite Courtly then enjoys th! expanded wing 
Of gay Burdetta titt ring flutt ring thing; 

While Fops the favours of Matilda ſhare, 

Can Genius take the comfort not to care ? 

If Chloe was not faſhion'd to compoſe 

Pindaric Strains, or leſs aſpiring Proſe; 

Her wiſhſul crowd in Wiſdom ceaſe to wade, 
And form their taſte from Chloe and her Maid, 


- 


On Theban pinions bore Immortal GRAY, 
From Pindus ſummit ſnatch'd th' Empyreal Ray: 
Cold as Morwegian hills, Aphetias'Lord 
Neglects the light'ning wing d from every word | 
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Fz w Beaux will boaſt of reaſ ning pow'rs to ſpare, 
If noiſe and nimble tongues obtain the Fair. 
For this on rainy days they deign to look 
In Ovid Engliſb d, or Aftreas Book; 
Extol her eyes from Eſſays lately writ, 
Nick- name a Templar's lie, and call it Wit; 


For this are found out figures not a few, 
That no Corintbian Gallant ever knew. 


Sou RETI URS miſguided zeal will wander wrong, ; 


And blindly ſtumble on a bawdy ſong. 
Then tis Belinda wails her nicer ear, 

Of her own praiſes better pleas'd to hear. 
For mighty flatt ry ev ry boſom warms, 
Boys give is cake, and Women fill its arms. 


LAI S. 


In fimpler mood we talk d in days of yore, 
Nor cramm d our words with meanings half a ſcore. 
Much, that you ſay, eſcapes; do all I can, 


I ſcarce make out the ways of wicked man; 


D . 
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And gueſs the Nymphs you name (if Nymphs they be) 
Shine now on earth the ſubſtitutes of Me. | 


Bur tell me, for with patience J endure 
(Thine influence, Fate | that Phœbus cannot cure ! ) 


Succeeding Belles to fill Mankind with care; 
What is (for you have ſeen) a Modern Fair? 


M aRcCuUs. 


SOONER (to ſay what cannot come to pals) 
Shall C- 
- Pallas in Greece, ſhall ſee her Sons ariſe, 

Again Demoſthenes adore bright eyes; 
Thoſe Nymphs with needles bleſs my native land, 


become what Lais was; 


That now by twilight trip along the Strand: 

Ere I entirely loſt to ſenſe of ſhame, = 

' Pretend to paint that perfect thing you name. 
Bound to obey, I but the more offend. 
Beginning can but err, and erring end. 


Th alluring Luci a in that riper age, 
When eyes and tongue all tongues and eyes engage, 
Crept from the rude advance of eaſtern light, 
Sips in her ſleep the flatt ry of the night. 
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On 


[ 215 ] 


On morning ſlumbers paſt atchievements ſteal, 


And vanity on viſion makes a meal. 
Faſt thro her ſoul a ſwiſt ſucceſſion flies 


Of Routs, of Earthquakes, Opras, Lace and Lies. 


Oh did ſuch ſpectres ſtill appear in ſleep, 
Beauties and Beaux in bed wou'd ever keep | 
Too ſoon the lov'd deluſion ſcapes away, 

And Luci x ſpies at Twelve the break of day. 
Then, at the Toilette, as th! exploring eye 
Runs here and there on ſtucco wet and dry, 
Recruiting Cupids for th' approach of night, 
Her nimble finger taps the patch aright ; 

Adds, moiſtens, ſmooths, or magnifies a grace, 
And kindles up the fuel of the face; 

Culls, from the freſh ſupply of each new morn, 


What beſt will darken, and what beſt adorn, 
What France or India, Water, Earth, or Air, 
Pall-mall, or Covent Garden has to | pare 3 
Whatever heads of Milliners deviſe, 

To bend what Nature meant a Bone to riſe, 
Or, where ungracious freckles vex the Fair, 

To bring a troop of Loves t inhabit there; 
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Deck'd 
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Deck d with whatever is in windows ey d, 270 
Wich rings and ribbons, patches, pearls and pride, 

Already reck ning Captives yet unled, 

She ſwells in Majeſty of White and red. 


Ev'NING arriv d, ſoft ſeaſon of the day, 

When Stars are apt in ſpite to lead aſtray, 275 
Hidden with hues, the gift of hungry art, 

Exactly varied in each varying part; 

Sweet, as ambroſial gales of ſpicy lands, 

In form of eſſence dropt on Britiſb hands, | 

By chance ſhe calls to kill at Ev'ning Pray r, 280 
Perhaps a Patriot, and perhaps a Play'r. ; 

Or if the Drum ſhall beat to Loves alarms, 

And four contending Kings advance in arms, 

Amour and Avrice ſeize the ſoul by turns, 

And now for Mammon, now for Man ſhe burns, 285 
As ſhifts the veering fortune of the fight, 

The Vi&'reſs or the Victim of the night. 


Wurz worn-out Vet'rans talk of wounds and blood, 
Sacred to every God—but him that's good, | | 
A Temple ſtands ; (Kings, guard it long with Law !} 290 
Where once I've Lucia ſeen, or thought I ſaw. 


« Guard 


Tn) 
tt Guard me, ye Gods | (ſhe cry'd) from odious walks, 
tc Where each intruder what he pleaſes talks | 
«© Why was I born to charm where er I came? 
« Ah me! my deareſt ! if the tender name 
But ere it reach'd her too too diſtant Lord, 
A {mart young Triton ſnapt up ev'ry word. 
With brutal ſtrength in vain weak Woman ſtrives ; | 
How can thoſe huſbands not defend their wives? 


Lais. 

Tus Moderns then like Zydia's King contrive 
To ſound their joys in ev ry ear alive; ; | 
Contend who moſt ſhall ſpread the Bleſſing round, 
That happy they in Hymens bands have found: 


Or Lucia in domeſtic parlour pent, 
Still on her Dear had all her Dalliance ſpent. 


Makcus. 
Sou R TIMES enforcing matrimonial vows, 
Suff ring herſelf to ſanRify her ſpouſe, 
With features now unform'd, and locks uncurl d, 
That elſe had lur d to love the gazing world; 


E 
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At home will, Luci run her jointure o'er, | 

Talk much of Morals, but of Marriage more. 
While peaceful DROMO drops the harmleſs head, 
In doubt (ſome think) if Wiſdom bade him wed. 


Empedocles eſcap d from Auna rage, f 
Deſcended half a Cinder, half a Sage; 
So Luci leaning on her Dearey's breaſt, 
| Is Angel only half and Wife the reſt. 

| ILAIS. 

o Ho partial to himſel each bearded og, 
That whilom gather'd maxims from an age ' 
Kantippe cou'd but reaſon half an hour, 


Straight creeps the quiv'ring book-worm to the door; 


And ſoftly whiſpers to the gaping town, 
He fears the Larum never will run down. 
Thus Proverbs crawling on their hands and knees, 


Peep'd back, roſe up, and walk'd by juſt degrees ; 
That (like a Coward, cruel if he dare) 2 
Tear, mangle, hack and maul the tender Fair. 


| You, Maxcus, moap d, deteſted by the Sex; 


Hence came this peeviſh tendency to ve. + + 
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Bur 
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Bur I ſubmit—ſince you ſo well can prove, 
That Matrons may be melted down to Love. 
Ves; if Conſent be thought a crying Sin, 

All Saints without are not all Saints within. 


War, tho' the rigid Wives would oft agree, 


That Corinth's character was loſt in me; 

La1s, without hypocriſy and gay, 

Might yet be juſt as innocent as They. 

Tho few the charms, yet fond may be the Dame, 
The face be furrow'd, and the ſoul the ſame. 
Muſt Virtue, Maxcus, ever be ill-bred ? 

Or why th invidious leer, the toſs'd-up head? 
The ſomething like a bluſh devoid of ſhame, 
Envying, expoſing, hating L a 1 8' name? 


* 


Orr when the numbers crouded at my door, 
Did mutiny confeſs its want of pow'r ; 
And flouting ſhew me, in a look awry, 
That nothing can be ſold, if none will buy. 


LarE had I viſited theſe drear abodes, 
Theſe ſtern Philoſophers, theſe gloomy Gods, 


Onlovely 


[46 
Unlovely Erebus and nation pale ; 
But frightful creatures for all that were frail. 


On cou'd in Hell revenge be had on foes, 
Soon wou'd I tear the hated ſhades of thoſe, 
Who, when their odious eyes had roll'd in vain, 
15 Conſpir d to end at once my life and reign ! 


MAR cus. 
SHARPER than Artic Wit, or Satire keen, 
Sparkling amid the radiance of eighteen, | 
| Corinna ſpeaks and looks ; while of her train, 
Fall daily from her eyes ſome fifty {lain. 


Age ends the triumph eaſier youth began, 

And, Plato, thy Diſciple is a Man. i 
Fruitleſs th ecſtatic ſtare of learned pride ; 
The cries of Death reſound on ev'ry fide. 

(F or wounded Lovers feel no other pain, 

And but in their laſt agonies complain.) 


* 


IN vain the madd ning Sappbo tun d her Lyre, 
That might have ſet (they ſay) the world on fire: 
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But let him hear the ſoft Coxtnnw's lay, 
A Pnaox's falſhood quickly melts away. 


Wirn Guardian rich and lib ral to regard, 
The feebleſt wiſh of the moſt ſprightly Ward; 
With ev'ry eaſy intellectual grace, 
With ev'ry pow'r to charm of air and face, 
Such as th' enraptur'd\Bard, when whirl'd along 
By his own love, admires in his own Song; 
All pleas d, behold your rival, Greek and Roman ] 
All weep not, if Corinna is—a Woman. 


L ALS 


You ſay, when in the fervid Teens, you ſaw 
A Lady's look, and conftru'd it a law: | 
But when no more the fire of youth comply'd, 
No doubt you hated all the Sex, and dy d. 


— 
WM 


Marcus. 


Hays you not heard ſome reaſ ning Rake declare, 
That Men will always be what once they are; 
That if the Fates refuſe a faithful Wife, 
The Youth unbleſsd will wander all his life; 
| F 
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And when ſtern Death arreſts him in his round, 
Will beat up Grecian Spinſters under ground? 


Mon chaſte than pent-up prude of boaſted yore, 
The grave Auzzi1a, Virgin of Threeſcore, 
Oft warn'd me giddy Youth at Twenty-one, 
Of fops and men of ſenſe by Girls undone ; 
Said Maidens, that have many ſummers ſeen, 
Are not like Cinder-nibblers of Fifteen. 
«©. Theſe only ſerve for Ogling, Prate and Play, 
« To ſquall, to ſimper, and to faint away. 
« While thoſe are ever bent on human weal, 
And ſooth the ſorrows man is born to feel; 
e Watch oer his ſteps, and lift to Heav'n the pray'r, 
That Dev nor Nymph be in commiſſion chere; 4 
te Still counſel, let him take it right or wrong, 
* Nor once withhold the tribute of the tongue.” 


| ADMONISHING of dangers in diſguiſe, 
She pointed out the Precepts of the Wile. 


When 'midft her ſpeeches fraught with much rebuke, 


(Well Maxcus knows the Language of a Look) 
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"Twas ſeen that prudent Sixty ſhrunk afraid, 405 
T avoid the dreadful Thought—a dying Maid. 


Ar this AuRELIA check'd her eager eye, 
And redd'ning toſs d the tattling Upſtart by. 
« Only from Hell „ unhallow'd Imps aſcend, 
c In pieces Virtue and the Sex to rend. | 410 


« Who ſtrives a Lady's ſpotleſs Fame to blot, 
c Is Heathen, Demon, Scribbler, and what not.” 


Tris Truth will Parſons, Patriots, Prudes atteſt, 
Phyſicians put to this Probatum ef. 


Cetera deſunt, 


I 
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